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The girl with slx feet of vell stream-
ing from her hat certainly does not
own an auto,

Many a man boasta that he 18 "self-
~auiade” when he ought to do his best
to keep 1t a secret.

About the only strings on the human
kites are the pull of gravity and the
rules of the aviation meet.

The new way of proposing is thla: “1
don’t like your last name.” If the girl
agrees to this It Is all settled.

Amerioan men should prevent wom-
on from entering Luslneas 1ifo, saysun
doctor. Just let them try itl

A highbrow tells us that there 18 po-
etry In a bean. But the chunk of pork
that goes with it is quite prosy.

Eating corn on the cob may not be
the most dignified pastime In the
world, but, by criminy, it's real sport!

Big liners and tall skyscrapers Aare
8oon outdone, and then they (all back

and aro forgotter in the rank and
flle,

Brass bands and vaudeville stunts
have falled to draw worshipers to n
Chlcago church, Why not try re-
Hglon?

We goe by the papers that a girl 1n
Long Branch danced herself to death.
Bhe had probably remarked: “I could
Just dle waltzing!”

A man in Clncinnati offers to seil
himself to the highest bidder, thereby
placing himselt on a level with Eu-
ropean nobllity,

Speaking once again of the flight of
time._ ig__t_h‘ 2 anything that flies more
LN the week Immediately
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There's one born every minute. A
Cleveland girl complains to the police
that she was persuaded to hand a
gYpsy fortune teller $166.
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“The forehead,” says Lilllan Russell,
"should not be too high.” Great Scott!
Are they golng to switch the forehead
about liko the walst line?

There 18 nothing new In the report
the the human aura has been discoy-
ered, It has often been used as a
.::oslumo by our classical dancers.

It 13 agalnst the law to wear a dead
bird on oune's hat in New Jersey, but
the milllners may be depended upon
to concoct something just as costly.

Chiness authoritles have gpent
$100,000 In furnishing a class room
for thelr 6-year-old emperor and pro.
viding imperial textbooks. Poor little
kid!

* Thereo's a tribe In Africa, under QGer
man domlination, where the men eat
thelr wives. This fa a litle more dls-
agreeable than ordinary divorce, but
it saves allmony,

Nevertheless, we refuse to belleve
that the man who went over Niagara
Falls in a barrel could drop 1,000 feet
from an aeroplane and escape death,
even if he used his barrel.

A wrlter In a Chleago newspaper
says that no real-life lovemaking fe
llke that which the noveliats deseribe.
It may be, however, that the novelists
describe it as It should be,

A New York woman thinks she {s
going to solve the servant problom by
Importing Filipino girls. Probably she
will find before long that she has
merely added another slde to it

A shoe merchant tells us that wom-
on’'s feet and brains are becoming
larger. Possibly he 18 misled by the
fact that women have developed
enough brains to buy shoes that fit.

In the war against the fly the mos-
quito hopes to escape unnoticed. But
success in the extermination of the
one will stimulate the fight against

 the_c*her, so the dlsturbed of our slum-

bers need not hum the louder fn antl-
cipated safety.

A legitimate outlet has at length
been found for the surplus vacation
energy of the small boy. He s fiy-
swatting, and the community and the
home circle are doubly rejolced.

A French sclentlst has succeeded n
hatching tadpoles from frogs' eggs by
admiplatering electric shooks. We de.

‘o to become excited. If . he had

\ Bucceeded in gotting tadpoles out of

blackberry peeds there might be some
reason for  gurprlse-—provided one

.. were Intorested In the development of
“tadpoles, e -
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thplece of the Bell,” anddresses Amber
as a man of high rank and DI’GIH']‘I" a
mysterious little bronze box, ‘The To-
ken,” into his hand, disappears in the
wood. The rl calla Amber b! name.
He In turn nddresses her as Mids SBophle
Yarrell, dnughter of Col. Farrell of the
DBritlsh diplomatie service in Indla and
visiting the Quains. Beveral nights lator
the Qualn home s burglarized and the
bronze box stolen. Amber and Quain go
hunting on an island and become lost and
Amber ls left marooned, He wanders
about, finally reacheas a cabin and rec-
ognizes na 1ts occupant an old friend
named Rutton, whom he last met in Eng-
land, and who appears to be in h!dln¥.
‘When Miass IParrell 1s mentioned Rutton [a
sirangely agitated. Chatteryl appears
and summons Rutton to n meeting of a
mysterloua body. Rutton seizes a revol-
vor and dashes after Chatterjl. He re-
turne. wildly excited, says ho has killed
the Hindu, takes poison, and when dying
aska Amber to go to Indla on a myateri-
ous orrnnd. Amber decides to leave at
once for Indla, On the way he mends n
lettor to Mr, Labertouche, a sclentific
friend In Calcutta, by a qulcker route,
Upon arriving he finda & note awaltin

him. It directs Amber to meet his frien

at a certaln place,

CHAPTER VIIl. (Continued.)

“Who?" Her glance waa penetrat-
ing. "Oh, he's wytin' for you." She
nodded, lifting a shrill voloe. “Garge,
O Garge! 'Ere's that Yankee.” With
a bare red elbow she indicated the
further end of the room. “You'll find
'Im Adown there,” sho said, her look
not wnkindly,

Amber thanked her quietly, and,
extricating himself from the press
around the bar, made his way in the
direction Indicated. A couple of bil-
liard tables with a small mob of on-
lookers hindered him, but by main
strength and diplomacy he wormed
his way past and reached the rear of
the room. There were fewer loafers
here and he had little hesitation about
selecting from an attendant ecircle of
sycophants the genius of the dive—
Honest George himself, a fat and
burly ruflian who filled to overflow-
ing the inadequate accommodation of
an arm-chalr, Sitting thus enthroned
in his shirt-sleoves, his greasy and
unshaven red face frradiating a sort
of low good-humor that was belied by
the ecold cunning of his little eyes, ho
fulfilled admlirably the requirements
of the role he played self-cast,

“ 'Ire, you!" he- hailled Amber
brusquely. “You're a ‘'ell of a job-
‘unter, ain't you? Mister Abercrom-
ble's been wytin' for you this hour
gone. 'Know the w'y upstairs?”

Hla tone was bolsterous enough to
fix upon Amber the attention of the

‘knot of loafers round the arm-chair.

Amber felt himself under the particu-
lar regard of n dozen pair of eyes, felt
that his measure was taken and his
fdentification ecomplete, Displeased,
he answered curtly: “No.,”

"This w'y, then.” Honest George
holsted himeelf ponderously out of his

rm-chiair and lumbered heavlly neross
the room, shouldering the crowd
nslde with a high-handed contempt

for the pack of them., Jerking open a
smnll door in the side wall, ho beck-
oned Amber on with a backward nod
of his heavy head. 'Ile a bit lively,
carn’t you?" he growled; and Amber,
in despite of qualms of distrust, fol-
lowed the fellew into a small and nol-
some hallway lighted by a single gas
Jet. On the one hand a flight of rick-
ety steps ran up Into repellont ob-
scurity; on the other a low door stood
open to the night.

The erimp lowered his volee, “Your
frlend's thisa w'y."” He waved his fat
red hand toward the door. "“Them
fools back there'll think you're tryin'
for a berth with Abercrombie, the
ship-master, I 'opes you'll not tyke
offense at the w'y 1 'ad to rag you
back there, sir.” !

“No,” sald Amber, and Honest
George led the way out into a small,
flagged well between towering black
walla and left him at the threshold of
a second doorway. "Two flights up,
the door at the top,” he sald; "knock
twice and then twice.” And without
walting for an anawer he lurched
heavily back to his own establish-
ment.

Amber watchel his broad back fll
the dimly lighted doorway opposite
and disappear, of two minds whether
or not to turn tall and run. Suspicl-
ous enough in the beginning, the af-
falr ‘had now an exceeding evil smell
+—as repulsive flguratively ns was the
lactual eMuvium of the premises,

With a shrug, at length, he took his
courage In his hands--and hia llfe,
too, for all he knew to the contrary—
‘and moved uin Into the blackness,
groping his way cautlously down a
short corridor, his fingers on elther
slde brushing walls of rotten plaster.
He had absolutely nothing to guide
him beyond the crimp’s terse Instruc-
tions. Underfoot the flooring seemed
to sag ominously; It ocreaked hideous-

ly. Abruptly he stumbled against an
obatruction, halted, and lighted a
match,

The Insignificant flame showed him
a flight of stalrs, leading up to dark-
ness. With a drumming heart he be-
gen to aascend, counting 21 steps ere
his feet failed to find another. Then

groping again, one hand encountered
a baJuster-rail; with this for gulde he
turned and followed it until it began
to siant upwards. This time he count-
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above the level of the upper floor, dis-
covered to him a thin line of light,
brighit along the threshold of a door.
He began to breathe more freely, yet
apprehension kept him strung wp to
a high tension of nerves.

He knuckled the door loudly—one
double knock followed by another,

From within a volce called cheer-
fully, in English: “Come in"

He fumbled for the knob, found and
turned it, and entered a small, low-
celled chamber, very cozy with lamp-
light, and simply furnished with a sin-
gle chair, a charpoy, a water-jug, a
large mirror, and beneath the latter
a dressing-table littered with a collec-
tion of tollet goear, cosmestics and bot-
tles, which would have done credit to
an actressa.

There was but a single person in
the room and he occupied the chair
before the ¢ressing table. As Amber
camo In, he rose; a middle-aged babu
In a suit of pink satin, very dirty. In
one hand something caught the light,
glittering.

“Oah, Mister Amber, I belleve?” he
gurgled, olly and affable. “Belleve
me, most charmed to make acquaint-
ance.” And he laughed agreeably,

But Amber's face had darkened.
With an oath he sprang back, threw
his welght agalnst the door, and with
bis left hand shot the bolt, while his
right whipped from his pocket Rut-
ton's automatic pistol,

“Drop that gun, you monkey!” he
cried, sharply. "I was afrald of this,
but T think you and I'll have an ac-

counting before any one else geta in
here."
CHAPTER IX.
Pink 8atin,

Bhaking with rage, Amber stood for
a long momoent with pistol poised and
eyes wary; then, bewlldered, he slow-
ly lowered the weapon. ‘“Well," he ob-
served, reflectively, “I'm damned."
For the glittering thing he had mis-
taken for a revolver lay at his feet;
and it was nothing more nor less than
a shoehorn, While as for the babu,
he had dropped back into the chair
and given way to a rude but reassu-
ring paroxysm of gusty, silent laugh-
ter.

“I'm a fool,” sald Amber; “and iIf
I'm not mlstaken, you're Laber-
touche.”

WiIth a struggle the babu overcame
his emotion. "I am, my dear fellow,
I am,” he gasped. “And I owe you
an apology. Upon my word, I'd for-
gotten; one grows so accustomed to
living the parts In these masquerades,
after a time, that one forgets. TFor-
glve me! Ie offered a hand which
Amber grasped warmly in his unut-
terable rellef. “Im really delighted to
meet you,” continued lLabertuche, se-
rlonsly. “Any man who knows India
can't help bheing glad to meet the au-
thor of “I'he Peoples of the Hindu
Kush,'" :

“You did frighten me,” Amber con-
fessed, smiling. “I didn't know what
to expect—or suspect. Certainly,"—
with a glance round the incongruously
furnished room—*"1I never looked for-
ward to anything like thls—or you,
in that get-up.”

“You wouldn't, you know," Laber-
touche admitted, gravely. "I might
have warned you in my note; but that
was n risky thing, at best. 1 feared
to go Into detall—Iit might have fallen
Into the wrong hands.”

'‘Whose?" demanded Amber,

“I'hat, my dear man, I8 what we're
here to find out—Iif we can. Dut sit
down; we shall have to have quite a
bit of talk.,” He scraped a heap of
gally-colored native garments off one
end of the charpoy and motioned Am-
ber to the chalr. At the same time
he flshed n cligar-case out of some re-
cess of his clothing, “These are
good,"” he remarked, opening the case
and offering it to Amber; “I daren’t
smoke anything half so good when at
work. The natlve tobacco 18 abom-
imable, you know—quite three-fourths
filth.”

“At work?” questioned Amber, clip-
ping the end of his cigar and lighting
it. “You don't mean to say you travel
round in thoso olothes?"

“But I do. It's business with me—
though few people know it. Qualn
didn't; only 1 had a chance, one day,
to toll him some rather startling facts
about natlve life. This sort of thing,
done properly, glves a man Insight
into a lot of unusual things."

Labertouche puffed his cigar into n
glow and leaned back, clasping one
knee with two brown hands and
gquinting up at the low, dlscolored
celllng. And Amber, looking him
over, was amazed by the absolute
fidelity of his make-up; the brownish
staln on face and hands, the high-out
patent leather boots, the open-work
gocks through which his tinted calves
showed grossly, his shapeless; baggy,
solled garments-—all were hopelessly
babu-ish,

“And if it {sn’t done properly?”

"Oh, then—!" Labertouche laughed,
Llifting  his shoulders expressively,
“No Englishman Incapable of llving
up to a disgulse has ever trled f{t
more than once In India; few, veory
fow, have llved to tell of the experl-
ment,"

,""¥ou're connected with the pollce?”

e,

membsred Rutton's emphatlio prohl-
bition. -

But Quain had not falled to men-
tion that. “Officially, no,” sald Laber-
touche readlly., “Now and again, of
couree, I run across a blt of valuable
information; and then, somehow, in-
directly, the police get wind of it
But thls golng fantce in an amateur
way is simply my hobby; I've been
at it for years—and veory successfully,
too. Of course, it'll have its end.
One's bound to slip up eventually.
You can train yoursel! to live the life
of the native, but you can't train your
mind to think as he thinks.. That's
how the missteps happen. Bome
day ' He sighed, not in the
least unhappily. ‘“Qome day
I'll dodge into this hole, or another
that I know of, put on somebody
olae’s rags—say, these I'm wearing—
and Iinconaplouously becoma a mys-
terious disappearance. That's how it
is with all of us who go in for this
sort of thing. But it's like oplum, you
know; you try it the flrst time for
the lark of it; the end ls tragedy.”

Amber drew a long breath, his eyes
glistening with wonder and admira-
tlon of the man. “You don't mean to
tell me you run such risks for the
pure love of {t7"

“Well . . . perhaps not altogeth-.
er. But we needn't go into detalls,
need wa?" Labertouche's smile robbed
the rebuke of its sting. ‘The oplum
simile 18 0 very good one, though I say
it who shouldn't. One acquires a taste
for the unbldden, and one hires a lit-
tle room like this from an unprincipled
blackguard llke Honest George, and
insensibly one goes deeper and deeper
until one gets beyond ome's depth.
That I8 all. It explaina me sufficlent-
ly. And,” he chuckled, “you'd never
have known it i{f your case hadn't
been exceptional.”

“It 1s, I think."
became anxlous.

Amber's expression
“l want to know
what you think of {t—now Quain's
told you. And, I say, what did you
mean by ‘news of the Fa.?'"

““News of the Farrells—father and
daughter, of course.” Labertouche's'
eyes twinkled.

“But how In the name of all that's
strange—1"

“Did I connect Rutton with the Far-
rell's? At first by simple inferenco.
You were charged with a secret er-
rand, demanding the utmost haste, by
Rutton; your first thought was to

L —
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travel by the longer route—which, as
it happens, Miss Farrell had started
upon a little while before. You had
recently met her, and I've heard she's
rather a striking young woman, You
see?"”

“Yes,” admitted Amber, sheepishly.
"Bllt-—"

“And then I remembered some-
thing,"” interrupted Labertouche. "I
recall Rutton. I knew him years ago,
when he was a  young man,

You know the yarn about him?"

“A little—mighty little. I know now
that he was a Rajput—though he
never told me that; I know that he
married a Russian noblewoman’”—Am-
ber hesitated imperceptibly—"that she
died soon after, that he chose to live
out of India and to dic rather than
return to it.”

“He was,” sald Labertouche, “a
singular man, an exotiec result of the
unnatural condltions we Iinglish have
brought about fn India. Thoe word
renegade describes him aptly, I think;
he was born and bred a Brahmin, a
Rajput, of the hottest and _bluest
blood fn Rajputana; he died to all in-
tents and purposes a Huropean—with
an English heart., He {s—was—by
rights Maharana of Khandawar, An
the young maharaj he was sent to

ngland -to be educated. I'm told his

cord at Oxford was a brilllant one.
Hé&became a convert to Christianity—
that ‘was predestined—was admitted
to the ¢hurch of England, a communl-
cant, hen his father died and he
was sufomoned to take his place, Rut-

atj firat refuseg, .Aressure was
¥At to bear upon him by the Eng-
arnmant and ha returned, wag

8tood for a Long Moment With Plstol Polsed and Eyes Wary.

addll

enthroned, and for a little time ruled
Khandawar. It was thén that I knew
him. He wae continually dissatisfled,
however, and after a year or two dis-
appeared. It was rumored that he'd
gtruck a bargain with his prime mins
ister, one Sallg Singh. At all events
Salig Bingh contrived to usurp the
throne, government offering no objec:
tion. Rutton turned up eventually in
Russla and marrled a woman there
who dled in childbirth—twenty years
ago, perhaps. The child did not sur-
vive ws.mother . . " Labertouche
paused deliberately, his glance search-
ing Amber's face. ‘“Bo the report ran,
at least,” he comcluded, quietly.

."How do you know all thia?" Am-
ber countered, evasively.

“Government watches f{ts wards
very tenderly,” sald Labertouche with
a grin. “Besldes, India's a great
place for gossip. . . . And then”
he pursued tenaclously, “I remem-
bered something oelse, I recalled that
Rutton had one very close friend, an
Englishman named Farrell—"

“Oh, what's the use?” Amber cut in
nervously. “You understand the sit-
uation too well, It's no good my try-
ing to keep anything from you.”

“Such as the fact that Colonel I'ai-

Labertoucheé laughed s:f‘ ”
tonight you will learn so:
.this Dhola Baksh—some
tant, undoubtedly, May
ring—this token?”

Unbuttoning his shirt, |
duced the Hye from the c¥’
Labertouche studled it tori;
in sllence, returning it wil
deep perturbation. 'f{;

“The thing 1s strange |
sald. “For the present w&:;
miss it as slmply what it ). .
be—a token, a sign by whic|
shall know another. . . '
but turn the stone in; and
hands in your pockets wher
slde.” ! AT

Amber obeyed. "We'll »
now?"” F .

“Yes.” Labertouche ron%
away his cigar and siamp
fire. i 3

“But the Farrells?” rj:(

“Forgive me; I had fork.
Farrells are at Darjeeling, -
colonel is stationed just now
for him.,” i

“Then,” sald Amber, with ! e
“I leave for Darjeeling ti:- - |
morning.” v

“I know nmno reason wki

w

rell adopted Rutton's daughter, who,
as 1t happens, did survive her mother?
Yes; I knew that--or, rather, part 1
knew and part I guessed. But don’t!
worry, Mr. Amber;\I'll keep the se-
cret."” : #

“For the girl's seke,” sald Amber,
twisting his hands together,

“Tor her sake., I pledge my word.”

“Thank you."

“And now . . for what purpose
did Rutton ask you to come to India?
Wasn't it to get Miss Farrell out of
the country?"

“l think you're the devil himselt,”
sald Amber.

“I'm not,” confessed ILabertouche;
“but 1 am a member of the Indlan se-
cret service—not ofliclally connected
with the police, observel—and I know
a deal that you don't. I think, In
short. I can place my flnger on the
reason why Rutton was so concerned
to get hls daughter out of the coun-
trJ’."

Amber looked his questlon,

“You read the papers, don’t you, lu
America?"

“Rather.” Amber smiled,

“You've surely not been so blind as
to miss the occasional reports that

lenk out about
India?"

“Surely you don't mean—" |

“I assuredly do mean that the Seo-
ond Mutiny impends,” declared Lab-
ortouche, solemnly. “Such, at least,
Is my bellef. and such is the belief of
every thinking man in Indla who 1s
at all informed. The entire country is
undermined with consapiracy and sedi-
tion; day after day a vast, silent, un-
derground movement goes on, foment-
Ing rebellion against the English rule.
The worst of It {8, there's no stopping
it, no way of scotching the serpent;
ita heads are myriad, seemingly. And
yet—I don't know—since yesterday 1
have hoped that through you we might
eventually strike to the heart of the
movement."

native unrest in

“Through me!"” crled  Amber,
startled.
Labertouche nodded. “Just so. The

Informdtion you have already brought
us {g Invaluable. Have you thought
of the significance of Chatterjl's ‘Mes-
sago of the Bell?'"

“‘Kven now,’ Amber quoted me-
chanleally, “ ‘The Gateway of Swords
yawns wlde, that he who {8 without
fear may pass within; to the end that
the Body be purged of the Scarlet
Lvil’ " He shook his head mystified.
“No; I don’t understand,”

“It's so simple,” urged Labertouche:
“all but the Gateway of SBwords. I

| dublous survey of himsef in ti

shouldn't,”” agreed Labertouch’
anything turns up I'll contrive

you know.” He looked Amber
down with a glance that toak *

detall, “I'm sorry;" he oL

“you couldn’t have managed {
a trace shabbler. Still, a touc,
and there, you'll do exceilent

as a sallor on a spree.”

“As bad as that?”

“Oah, my dear fallow!"—It we
the babu speaking, while he 1}
around Amber with his head c1
ly to one side, Wike an inquisitive
daw, now and again darting fo'
to peclk at him with hands that
ously but deftly arranged d&ta
his attire to please a taste fast 9
and exacting in such matters—
my dear fallow, surely you appr
danger of venturing into nateeve
ters In Furopean dress? Ams ref
out-and-out sahib, I am meanln,
course. It is permeesible for rifi
sallore and Tommies from the
and soa on, to indulge in debaut
among nateeves, but flrat-class »
—Oah, noah! You would be mc
in no-time-at-all, where we are gt q

“All right; I guess I can pla;
part, babu. At least, I've plenty o.
mosphere,” Amber laughed, ment!
ing the Incident of the peg he had 1
consumed over Honest George® °

“I had noticed that; a hs:
dent, Indeed. I think"—I,
stepped back to look Aj
agaln—"I think you will ai
One moment.” W

He gelzed Amber's hat andl[:
it violently to the floor, d;
stamped it out of ahapa:nd
stored to,itg owner Jt hr
Yoars 1n 1os8 thaA i m-ws my
utes. Amber laughed, puttin.
“Surely you couldn't ask me.
more disreputable,” he sald

ror.

“You'll do,” chuckled Labert
approvingiy. ‘“Just ram your:
into your trousers pockets w.
unbuttoning your coat, and s
along as If nocturnal rambles |
slums of Calcutta were an ever;
thing to you. If you're spoken’
don’t betray too much familiarity ;
the vernacular. You know about}]
Hmit of the average Tommy's vocy
lary; don’t go beyond It.” He(
bolted and locked the door by wi
Amber had entered, putting the \*
in his pocket, and turned to a sec
door across ‘the room., “We'll le!
this way; I chose (his plage becs
it's a regular rabbit warren,'ellh
a dozen entrances and exits, I'll le
you in a passage leading tn the ba
Walt in the doorway until you see
stroll past; give me thirty yards 1€
and follow. Keep in the sfitddle |
the way, avold a crowd as the plag
and don’'t lose sight of me. 'l B{
in front of Dohla Baksh's shop 1
enough to light a cheroot and go|
without looking back. When E{
como out I'll be walting for you. h
we lose one another, get bacl to yuil
hotel as quickly as possible. I n!!

gsend you word. If I don't, T fihall i

destand you've taken Lhe first morn’?\
traln for Darjeeling. I think the

all.” 4
1.@
A Marriage Black List. i
The habit of making inquiriems at ";
vate detective offices as to the mey)
and mode of life of any young m
who {8 under consideration as a s
able husband by the relativea of:
girl whom he wishes to marry lea!
to some curious complications fn Au'
tria and Hinugary, Young men dee
In debt are Inscribed on the so-calle
“black llst"” at the inquiry office, :
Good partls are, on the other har
put down on the “white list.” I,
young Hungarlan arlstocrats who we)
Involved In debt to such an extent th
the only possibility of retrieving th!
fortunes.lay in making rich nmrrlng}
formed a kind of company for the pi
pose of finding wives, Each wags
be provided with a rleh bride, prefe
ably an American he'ress, as his tur,
came, )
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(TO BT CONTINURED.)

A Woman's Rule, t

Mme. Bernhardt, at a supper 1
New York, smliled aympathetical,
over tho story of a young actor wk
had applied vainly for the post of se!
retary to a rich widow, ]
“He falled, I understand,” sald Mmé,

don’'t place that—yet. ., . ,

‘Bearlet Evil—could anything
tingly describe ¥nglish rule
native point of view?" \
Amber felt of his head soll
“And yeot," he averred plaint
1doesn’t foel llke wood.”

i
3

Bernhardt, “pecau HAp't, weal
the begt n e e '
ID]’""

the ‘Body'—plalnly that s ingee<st 1 Merchants.
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